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" Stop ! " his father shouted after him in a strange voice.
Gregor threw the front door open. " What did you shoot
the dog for ? It wasn't hurting you ! " he demanded/
standing on the threshold.
The broad nostrils of the Red Army man drew in deep
gasps, the corners of his thin lips curled downward.,
He looked round and threw his rifle into the ready
position.
"What's that to do with you? You think it a pity?
I'll put a bullet into you without any pity. Would you like
me too ? "
" Now, now; drop it, Alexandr," a tall, red-haired Red
Guard approached and said with a laugh. " Good afternoon,
master ! Ever seen Reds before ? We want quarters. Did
he shoot your dog ? Quite unnecessary ! Comrades, in yon
go!"
Gregor was the last to pass into the hut. He found the
Red Army men cheerfully greeting its inhabitants, removing
their packs and their Japanese leather cartridge belts, and"
throwing greatcoats, padded coats and caps on to the bed.
The kitchen was at once filled with the evil smelling,
spirituous scent of soldiers, of human sweat, tobacco, cheap
soap, gun grease, and long journeys.
The man called Alexandr sat down at the table, lit a
cigarette and, as though continuing a conversation, asked
jGregor:
" Have you been with the Whites ? "
!,'Yes-"
" There. ... I can tell an owl at once by its flight, and
you by your snot. A White ! An officer too, I suppose ? ^
Gold epaulettes ? " He sent the smoke in two columns out
of his nostrils, turned cold, unsmiling eyes on Gregor standing
at the door, and tapped his cigarette with tobacco-stained,
swollen nails.
" You've been an officer, haven't you ? Admit it 1 I can
see it by the way you hold yourself. I was in the German
war myself."
" Yes, I was an officer." Gregor smiled forcedly. Catching
Natalia's terrified, imploring gaze fixed on him, he frowned,
and his eyebrows quivered. He was vexed at his own
smile.
" Pity!  It appears I shouldn't have shot the dog! " .